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is better, laugh, with thee, over the ludicrous blun-
ders of the types. One gets hardened to these
petty annoyances. The droll thing is that sensible
people read these absurd perversions of another's
meaning, praise the poem, and are innocent of the
slightest suspicion that all is not right. They give
an occult and transcendental meaning to " saw-
dust," or suppose that they are not practical
enough to discern the beauty and significance of
it. ... And is it so strange to thee that the good
people of Portsmouth should be glad and proud of
one who has made her name a household word in
the land, and made their river and harbor and out-
lying islands immortal in song ? How glad I am
that I can say to thee, " I told you so years ago! "
Sir Walter Ealeigh and other old prospectors
sought in this New World the land of Eldorado,
They went too far south. They sailed by Merri-
mac River, never suspecting that it plowed down
through the valley of gold they longed for. The
sober old town of Newburyport is transformed.1
Its hotels are full of gold-seekers, sleeping three
in a bed, and on the floor. A neighbor of ours,
recently married, commenced last fall to dig a
cellar for his house; he is now blasting silver out
of his cellar, and the prospect is that we shall soon
be as crazy as the folks down river.

TO MES.   GEOEGE L.   STEAENS.

4th, 3d mo., 1875.
I wish thee could have been with us.    Thee

i Silver had been found in the rocky pastures of the neighbor*
hood.